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Whip It Out 


Dave picked up a stack of fan mail that was sitting on the table and started thumbing through it until he came 
to a plain brown envelope with his name printed in block letters on the front. Taylor came and sat beside him 
and glanced at the package in his hands. 

"Whats that?" 

"No idea. No address or anything on it" He pulled it up to his nose and sniffed it. "Doesn't smell like anything.” 
"Anthrax has no smell.” 

"Why would you say that?" Dave scowled. 

Taylor grinned. "Because it's true." He rolled his eyes. "Just fucking open it. Nobody's sent you anthrax." 


Dave dropped the envelope in Taylor's hands. "You open it" 


Fine, you big pussy." Taylor replied as he ripped into the envelope and pulled out single, current issue of 


Penthouse magazine. He laughed. "What the fuck is this?" 

"How should | know? It was in with the fan mail." 

"Someone wants to get you in the mood, | guess." Taylor murmured as he leafed through the pages, turning 
his head to stare at the centerfold He stopped at the page of Penthouse Forum letters. "Dear Penthouse 
Forum," He began and shot Dave a smirk. 

‘Oh, god" Dave mumbled. He closed his eyes and let his head fall back against the couch. 

Taylor went on, "I'm an out of work actor living in Los Angeles." 

"OF course he is." Dave muttered. 

"to make a living, | started cleaning pools." 

"Oh, god. The pool boy cliche’. OF course." 

"My first cleaning job was for a wealthy, single woman" 


"Of course it was." 


"Dave, shut up and listen" Taylor giggled “This woman was older, probably in her early forties." Now Taylor 
scoffed, too. "Older, huh?" 


"Taylor, shut up and read." 


"but she had a body only her money could get her. She sat nearby in her bikini and watched me work. | felt 
pretty self-conscious until | really started getting it. It was hot that day, probably around ninety-five. | took 
my shirt off. When | was done, she asked me if | wanted something cold to drink You know | did. She handed me 
a glass of lemonade with several ice cubes in it. The next thing | know, she took her bikini top off and reached 
into my glass for one of those cubes. | watched with my mouth hanging open as she circled the melting cube 


around her nipple. 


"Jesus', | said under my breath. The next thing | know, I've got her laid back on the chaise lounge, her bikini 
bottom pulled aside, and l'm pushing an ice cube into her pussy. She's howling and squirming and it's all | can do 


to hold her still before | start eating her out." 
Dave cringed. "Come on, dude." 
Taylor laughed before he continued aggressively reading, leaning toward Dave now. "I've always been into giving 


and never met a woman that didn't taste good. This one tasted like honey and sweet tangerines and | ate her 


until she squirted all over my face. And then she begged me to fuck that sweet, sloppy pussy. Man, I'll never 


forget the image of my bright white come on her bronzed, wrinkled stomach." 

He threw the magazine back on the table and made a sour face. Dave looked at him and cracked up. 
“That'll teach you." 

The drummer took a deep breath and after a moment, he asked, "So you like giving, too, right?" 
"What?" 

"You do. You wrote a whole song about it." 

Dave scowled but kept his mouth closed. 

"l, personally, prefer getting 

Now, Dave cocked an eyebrow. "Do you?" 

"Yep" 

Silence fell between the pair. 

Taylor spoke up again. "Okay, I'll go first 

"What?" 

"Whip it out. I'll go first" 

"What the fuck are you talking about?" Dave blurted out and looked at his friend with wide eyes. 
"l'm gonna suck your dick and then you're gonna suck mine." 

"The hell | am!" 

"Come on, dude." Taylor whined and adjusted himself in his loose shorts. 

"That story did not do that to youl" Dave howled in laughter. 

Taylor closed his mouth and gave Dave a look that said it, indeed, did do that to him. 


"Can't believe I'm fucking doing this." Dave muttered even as he unbuttoned and unzipped his jeans, revealing to 


Taylor that, perhaps, the story had the same effect on him. 


He laughed and immediately wrapped a hand around Dave's cock, lowering his head and taking him into his 
mouth. Above him, Dave sharply drew in a breath and exhaled. Taylor moved his mouth up and down while his 
free hand pushed his shorts down, exposing his hard cock. Dave's hand hovered over his head, unsure about 


touching him, as if that would have somehow made this more intimate, more „well, just more. 

"Jesus, T" 

The hand did finally land on Taylor's head, gently urging him lower and stroking his hair. It moved down Taylor's 
back and around his hip, searching for something to wrap its fingers around. When the hand founds its mark, 


Taylor groaned around the cock in his mouth and Dave shuddered. 


Taylor knew better then to continue for long, though. He knew if he made Dave reach orgasm, his chances of 


getting an reciprocation went out the window. He pulled off and turned his head, giving Dave a little grin 


To his surprise, Dave was eager. "Your turn!" The singer announced and pushed Taylor back into the corner of 


the couch, spreading the drummer's long, skinny legs as he slid to the floor on his knees. 
| was fucking right!" Taylor howled. "You do love giving!" 


Dave pumped his cock with a fist while he sucked the head, swirling his tongue around it, and then took him 
deeper. He slid his wet lips up and down Taylor's long cock. 


Taylor was not so afraid to touch Dave, though. He wrapped both hands into the other man's dark hair and 
pushed and pulled. He pumped his hips and fucked Dave's throat. Dave reached a hand up and pinched Taylor's 
ripple as he was throat fucked. 

"l'm gonna come soon" Taylor grunted. 

With that, Dave forced himself back with a loud gasp. He stood up and started jerking off over the other man, 
who also took up stroking his cock Within a matter of moments, Taylor reached his peak and his come spurted 
all over his stomach and hand. He looked up and Dave with a cocked eyebrow, saying, "Your turn" 

Dave furiously pumped his dick as he leaned over Taylor, bracing himself against the back of the couch. He 
sealed his lips against the other man's in a rough, demanding kiss. With a deep, guttural groan, Dave came, 
shooting strings of bright white come against Taylor's smooth, flat stomach. 

He flopped back onto the couch beside Taylor and sighed. "Gonna send that to Penthouse Forum?" 


"Damn right, | am." 


